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fires rose and waved to and fro : around them wheeled a
curlew, wildly wailing, and heedless of those who would
have driven it away. At last all was over. The ashes
of the dead, having been placed in an iron box, were
conveyed to Rome. Here they were finally buried in a
spot in the Protestant Cemetery, selected and purchased
by Trelawny. In the adjoining burial-ground lay the poet's
son William, and Keats. Around Shelley's grave Trelawny
planted several cypresses and laurels; among whose
branches the thrush now calls at morn, and whence
in the evening the song of the nightingale is heard.
Behind rises the pyramid of Caius Cestius: on one side
is the flowery city of the dead: on the other, immemorial
Rome and leagues of desolate Campagna. On the flat
gravestone, now environed by violets and pansies, is the
following inscription:

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY,

COR CORDIUM
Natus iv. Aug. MDCCXCir.
Obiit viii. Jul. MDCCCXXU.

"Nothing of him that doth fade
3jtot doth suffer a sea-change,
Into something rich and strange."

Now that my brief task is at an end, I have but a
further word to say. I have endeavoured to do
little more than recount the narrative of Shelley's life,
devoting here and there a few lines to his most note-
worthy productions. It would, naturally, have beenfused, glowing with strange
